CHAPTER        SEVEN
an Austrian woman which Miss Loos had received
that morning:-
* Madam: An author is exposed to critic. Will
you excuse an Austrian lady not to admire in your
clever book, Gentlemen Prefer Blondesy the cruel way
you ridicule London, Paris, and Vienna and seem
only to have met men and women with little morality*
Still, I hope that the Saints we worship and whom we
give birthday parties to your idea, will help you to
complete recovery from your operation/
That letter raises another aspect of the problem.
It gives the book a deeper colour, turns it from an
exquisite cobweb to a net of steel. And this, I
gather {not from Miss Loos or her entourage), was
the way in which it was suggested to her that the
movie should be directed. Mr. Spoffard, that divine
fool, was to become a pillar of society, a fine muscular
Christian. Lorelei herself was to be Rose-pink Inno-
cence battling against the snares of the world. I
tremble to think what they would have done to Mr*
Eismann. One feels that at least he would have been
given horns and a tail. Fortunately, Miss Loos has
tenacity, and a good deal of the book remains.
So much for the book and the public. I can best
sum it up by quoting her own words: *I think that I
should be right in guessing that about ten per cent*
of my readers had any idea of what I was talking
about/
Now for the book and its author. I myself think
it a great book. To me it is as subtle as anything
Jane Austen ever wrote. I open the book at random
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